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first time as Prime Minister, the lobbies were thronged
with men who had gathered to acclaim him.   John Stuart
Mill was speaking and had to break off for several minutes,
A month later Mary Anne, as the wife of the Prime
Minister, gave a great reception at the Foreign Office, where
Lord Stanley had been good enough to lend her the neces-
sary rooms for the evening.   The weather was wretched;
London was swept by a hurricane of wind and rain. Never-
theless, everybody was there, the whole Conservative party,
some Liberals too, the Gladstones among them, and many
friends.   Dizzy, in all his glory, escorted the Princess of
Wales round the rooms; on the Prince's arm was Mrs.
Dizzy, looking very old and very ill.  For a month now she
had had a cancer, and knew it, but she refused to tell her
husband.   This mixture of the glorious and the decrepit
added a touch of melancholy to the evening of triumph.  A
wave of sympathy had enveloped this old couple after all
their struggles. They had been accepted. In every drawing-
room in London the wife of the Prime Minister was simply
known as "Mary Anne."   Disraeli himself bore in mind the
astounding acrobatics which had brought about his elevation.
"Yes,'* he replied to those who offered their congratulations,
"I have climbed to the top of the greasy pok."   His friend
Sir Philip Rose said to him, "If only your sister had been
alive now to witness your triumph, what happiness it would
have given her!"

"Poor Sa," he said, "poor Sa!   Yes, we have lost our
audience."